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I ttt opon the broken wall and cut the line end

Below,withln the waters of the

And looked aboot, In moody thought, thedwla- -

Where spread a lakelet's broad expanse, tad
ueep, in asye 01 yoi.

Behind me tamed the rained mill In downhill of

Ite UnTberebsre, nod gaping tide half-open- to
ine aayi

Italeaky flume and useless wheel nil green with
stagnant slime,

Site water gargling underneath with melancholy
cnime.

Aphebe fearless built her neet within atoning
The tollurr cheerful thing nbont the cheerteM

piece i
And even he appeared to feel--or twas my d,

That e'en may ovsrpalnt the oharme of sol--

I thought on Time's mutatloni and the changes I
had even

Since the landscape of life's morning to me waa
fWiati ami gwB t

"The very ash are changed I I cried, and drew
Diner out

Where once I took, with boyish pride, a thirty-tw- o

ounce trout.

Then here waa bntlneei, here waa atlr, the b tu-

lle and the whirl I

litre came the Jolly yeomanry, here came the
clownish churl

Here Idlers by the winter-lir- e, with checkers or
with wbist.

Quite willing waited while the stones warn hum-
ming out the griet.

Here was the geeilp and the wit of all the coun-
try aide t

Here small official slates were made, and small
officials tried

With coming grain and going meal the frequent
teams were seen I

Now, all approaches bltherwardaro sodded o'er
with green.

Where are the men who hither brought the corn
to make their bread?

1 knew them when a little boy they're sleeping
with the dead I

Like grain they're garnered up within some store-
house or the soul,

And of the miller long ago hath Death required
toll,

So I thought on Time'a mutations, of schemers
anif their scbemrs l

IIow very like, Indeed, they are to dreamers and
their dreams ;

And when we contemplate the past, and when we
dreams resume,

The self-sam-e lamp that lights the one the other
doth illume.

Sprinjftild RtpubUcan.

MISS MONTMORENCI.

BY MATT1B WlNrlSLD TORniT.
The Montmorcnei place waa a perfect

wilderness of beauty run to waste. The
house liail not been lived in for yean; the
vines and shrubberies had grown Into a
tangle and snarl of greenery; the once or-

derly gardens were given over to weeds,
and disorder and confusion reigned where
once all had been trim and well kept.

Built long before thedays of "shoddy,"
the house was a substantial structure, and
seemed capable of defying tho storms of
coming centuries. The broad expanse of
lawn in front sloped down to the waters of
the Hudson, and nere and there, through
the mazes of Intricate foliage, might do
caught heavenly views of that much
praised yet surpassingly beautiful river.

So there the old place lay, a perfect In-
dian jungle of profuse vegetation, with
no eye to admire, or hand to subject Into
anything like order the wilderness which
reigned around; Indeed, the family had
nearly died our; Its male members were
all gone; there waa only a daughter left,
and she was said to be eccentric, and a little
fast whatever horribly Indefinite thing
that may mean.

Miss Montmorenct had lived a good
many years abroad, and, from having no
will but her own to consult, had come to
be quite Independent, and fully compe-
tent to take care of herself. Her fortune
being immense, she was abundantly able
to indulge herself In nay little expenslvo
whims fli which people of elegant tastes
are permitted to luxuriate.

She was tall and stately, with such nrldo
as became the last lineal representative of

.a noble house, In whose veins culminated
the pure aangre angle of generations of
aristocratic lineage. A fair blonde, with
a complexion which no amount of either
sun or wind could In the least Impair;
masses of silky blonde hair, clear gray
eyes, and a mouth whose fullness many a
man would have periled his soul's salva
ton to have kissed.

She had had lovers In nlentv all her life.
from the time she was a weo little sprite
In short clothes, but at thirty Miss Mont-
morenct was still unwedded, and there
was nothing for it except to conclude
that she was hard of heart, and too rauoh
enamored of her own easy Independence
to be willing to run tho risk of becoming
ciiuuigicu in matrimonial narness.

There had been a storv rears asro. cur
rent enough at the time, of a lover whose
prrae, at- - icost, nau cquaieu ner own,
though his worldly possessions were any- -
whins Kilt lawflMk t Kilt Ohnii ttsil ainnaMfml
and each bad gone through the world
thus far without comma arain Into con
tact, and events had drifted on, and the

between had come and gone, andScars of long ago was as if it had
never been.

Miss Montmorcnei had an old duenna of
a housekeeper, who matronlzed her at
times, and, by war of making amends for
the derelictions of her charge, was as se-
vere In the dignity and nnariroachable- -
ness of her virtue as her long years of
npwsiernooa migui warrant.

It was early spring, and Miss Montmo-renci- 's

house on the Avenue was still the
central point of attraction for a gay train
of fashion worshipers. The lady her-
self was as cool and graciously unap-
proachable as ever, the jrayctlcs.of winter
not having, to outward appearances, at
allaffectedelther her spirits or her tem-
per, both of which were seemingly un-
ruffled and placid.

It Is morning ; at least as near that sea-
son as people on the Avenue can be ed

to arrive, and breakfast Is upon
the table. The duenna Is seated on one
side, severe In her usual toilet of black
silk, with Miss Montmorencl, In a lovely
white cashmere with blue facings, placed
opposite. The room Is furnished fit bluo
moire, and there is a hint of the extrava-
gant wealth of Its mistress In all in ap-
pointments. The table service Is of solid
'Uver and the most delicate of china, and
the light streams through damask, and
filters trough lace window draperies,
ere It falls upon a single object within
the room.

A pile of letters beside ber plate at

tracts Miss MOBtsaorMd'a attentlon.aad
she languidly turns them over. They
are of aU shapes and sites, from the tiny
pink envelop, with its embossed mono-
gram, to a huge business-lik- e document.

Listlessly she glaaoed at each until the
superscription of one of the largest and
most businesslike caught her eye. When
she made haste to tear it open, and hur-
riedly, not to say eagerly, read Its cow-tent- s.

Possessed of this knowledge, she
placidly sipped her chocolate and buttered
her roll. When she had quite settled the
matter In her own mind, she Imparted a
little light to toe duenna.

"You remember the old place up the
river r I gave orders some time since to
have It put in repair. My agent writes to
tell me that the work is going on. We
will go up there for the tummcr. It will
be ready Jer our occupation."

The duenna opened her eyes aghast at
this new freak.

"And Saratoga, and Newport, and Long
Branch?"

" They are too old a story. The novel-
ty wore off f them ages ago. I am
sighing for 'fresh fields and pastures new,'
and the only wonder is I did not think of
It bt fore. I shall Invite a dozen or two
of the people who are least obnoxious,
and they can keep each other in counte-
nance, and go on with their flirtations as
well there as elsewhere. You may as
well make out a Ust of articles which we
hall need sent uot and. while you are

about It, order the carriage, and I will go
out to select the carpets.''

No grass grew under Miss Montmoren-el'- s
feet, or rather under the feet of her

well-match- carriage horses, until the
furniture necessary for the complete set-
ting out of ber country-hous-e was sent
away under the supervision of half a
dozen servants, headed by the duenna
herself, who went tn atant in order to
prepare with aU decorous ness tor the
coming of her lady and ber lady's gaeets.

From the deck of the steamer Miss
Montmorencl gazed long and earnestly at
so much of her mansion as was visible.
listening with well-bre- d Indifference to
the flattering comments of ber party. A
short drive from the landing, over well-gravel- ed

roads, smooth, and winding,
and well shaded, and the bouse came Into
full view, and there stood the duenna, In
the full panoply of her lustreless black
silk, and Miss Montmorencl was welcom-
ing her guests to the home of her Dutch
ancestors.

There were the two Misses Valnstart,
with their brother Charlie and his ftanttt,
little Rose Summers. Pretty Mrs. Dun-sto- n,

and her bear of a husband, who was
as jealous as a Tunc, anu couldn't neip
showing It. Jenny Devlne, who sang so
like a seraph as to be known among tier
friends by tho name of Ht. Cecelia, will
Mastefson. who had set un for a wit. but
had never yet reached the goal of his am-
bition, except In his own Imagination.
Cecil Thome, who. on the strength of a
brigandish beard and a Veronese face, had
raiien in love with art, ana considered
himself averitaLle Titian. Besides these,
half a dozen nonentities, with their resDeo- -
tJve wives or sweethearts, invited more
for the purpose of tilling up the raps,
than for any good they were capable of
doing, cither for themselves or others.

Miss Montmorencl never did things by
halves, and the company collected beneath
her roof was as well calculated to fuse and
become one congenial whole, as any that'
coiiki nave oeen singieu out irom among
tne dcsi acw joric society.

'the appointment of the house were
found to be perfect In alt respects. The
duenna had looked to that, ana as she had
carts blanche to order what she saw fit,
there waa no danger of fidlure In any de-
partment.

aava Si. 1 e

'mere was a renen cook, wun a smau
arm v of suDernumerarles to reinforce him.
There were most attentive maids and
valets, whoso sole ambition In life was to
facilitate one's toilet, and turn one out a
model of elegant attire.

nio smooin lawns were just tne very
snot for croauet. and as rival clubs were
soon formed, the game flourished, and was
played with the scientific nicety It so well
deserves, and so seldom receives. Of
course mere was boating, and fishing, and
morning rides, and evening drives, and
more than one expedition to places of In-

terest, which were not hard to find In that
neighborhood. ,

They were In the full tide of summer
gayety, sometimes resolving themselves
Into a committee of the whole for the bet-
ter prosecution of some scheme of merry-
making; at other times dividing up Into
separate parties, as each felt Inclined to
pursue his or her own system of pleasure-seekin- g;

but always meeting at dinner tn
the cool and well-l- it dlnlng-bal- l, and after-
ward spending the evening together, with
music, daaclnir. srames or flirtations unoa
the wide piazza, or along the moonlit
walks, which Intersected the ground In
all directions.

It was not monotonous at all, this round
of pleasure-seekin- g, for there was such
Infinite variety In the methods employed
pour ptutr It Ump, that no one could
weary of them, or do more than guess at
tho form which the diversions would as
sume upon tne morrow.

There was an tnterruntion. however.
one evening, and that with a vengeance.
The rallcars ran at no great distance from
the house, and a whole train had come to
grief in consequence of a misplaced
switch ; and there was hurrying- - to and
fro and consternation wild In Miss Mont-morenc- l's

household when the fact be
came Known.

Miss Laura Valnstart fainted quite away
In her sympathy for the sufferers. Three
or four of the others were thrown Into
hysterics and were obliged to be put to
bed, and treated to a course of sal volatile
ana aromatic vinegar.

Mrs. Dunston, Rose Summers and Miss
Montmorencl proved themselves equal to
the occasion, and flew across the grounds
In the direction of the accident. The men
bad all gone to the rescue at the first note
of alarm, and when Miss Montmorencl
and her friends came up they found a wild
scene of confusion and horror. The train

a portion of (tatleast had been thrown
down an embankment, and partly Into
the river. Part of the wreck was In
flames, and the lurid light threw a ghast-
ly glare over the scene, which was ren-
dered still more dreadful by the groans
and shrieks of the wonnded.

It was certainly trying to one's nerves,
but the little band of heroio rescuers
worked with a will ; and their efforts, ad- -
aea to (nose or tneunnarmea passengers,
brought relief to many a pain-rack- ed suf-
ferer. A surgeon and his assistants were
on the ground almost as soon as the tele

- "i a r t" a

gram, sent to tho nearest town, could
reacn itwia. m uvuuikii ugurc,
from which, alas! came no longer any
sigh er sound of grief, because the spirit
had already rent Its prison-hous- e and de-
parted, were one by one transported to
the unharmed coaches, fallowed by the
woundeu, who were anxious to be sent to
friends or families, aid tben the tratn
started.

Five minutes after Its departure Miss
Montmorencl discovered the flgam of a
man lying in the grass. He had evidently
crawled away from the scene of the disas-
ter, and had fainted from his hurt and ex-

haustion. A broken leg, a fractured arm,
and bow many other Internal Injuries the
surgeon could hardly determine.

Sending on in order to have the duenna
prepared for his reception, Miss Mnntrao-ren- d

gave orders to have the u'noonsclous
figure carried to the house. Slowly, and
with the light of a few torches, the little
procession moved off.

The report of the surgeon, after the
broken limbs bad been attended to. was
somewhat more hopeful than bad been
nticlpated. The man had recovered

hurts were undenro- -
inv treatment, and had declared himself
uninjured, save for the broken umos. An
opiate had been administered, and he was
now sleeping. Miss Montmorencl might
retire with the conviction that fill had
been done that the necessities of the case
demanded, or that medical skill hadJudged
expedient.

Miss Montmorencl, however, seemed
restless, and unable to nroflt bv the ad
vice of tbe good physician. She did not
retire, and she did pace the long piazza
back and forth long after every other eye
was closed In slumber. Sometlilngseemed
to have dlstnrbed the usual calm placidity
of her nature. Her manner was abrupt,
and there was a nervousness about her
step that had seemed quite foreign to her
temperament. Whether she slept at all
that night or not, she quitted her room
at an unusually early hour tbe next morn-
ing, and sent the duenna the first thing to
Inquire how the sick man had passed the
night.

Thorpe and Masterson, who bad consti-
tuted what they were please-- to term the
hospital 2orps of tho previous night, gave
rather a discouraging report. The patient
had been restless, and there was an ap-
pearance of fever which boded no good.
The doctor came again and applied his
remedies, shook his wise head, looked as
1f he might say a good deal if he chose,
outoniy recommenaea careiui nursing,
and promised to come again In the even-
ing.

And so for several davs the tide of eav- -
ety received a check at tbe thought of the
suffering brought so near, but in the pro-
gress or events the tender care of which
he was the recipient, combined with
ine sqrengin or an excellent constitu-
tion, brought the patient around to
that point from whence a recovery
might with saletv be predicted, though
the fever bad left him miserably
weak. Through his days and night
of he had seemed
to have bad strange dreams of a pale face
bending over him, of soft gray eyes look
ing their sympathy from beneath a cloud
of bright blonde hair, of a cool hand lain
upon nis tnroooing Drow. w newer
these visions were the outeropplngs of a
fevered Imagination, or whether a real

had gilded in and hovered aboutKresence bed. he could not tell: all was
uncertain and vague, but that the recol-
lection of these things bad made a great
impression upon him was evident from the
way he brooded ever them, turning them
over and over in his mind, trying vainly
to reconstruct, out of his own broken fan-
cies, the beautiful apparition which had
irouDieu nis urcams.

When at length he was able to rise from
hts bed, and, with the assistance ofa crutch
anu tne aiu or a trieiidi v arm. could iretout
upon the piazza, ho became tbe center of
attraction, noiuing a uaiiy sort or recep-
tion, at which all tbe guests of the house
assisted, from Mrs. Dunston, who was tn
haste to Inaugurate a fresh flirtation,
down to Thorpe, who began to study the
face of the convalescent In every possible
light, with a view to prospective sittings
when ho should have commenced the
great historical piece which was then
seething in his brain.

Mr. Layton, for that was the stranger's
nnmc, was admirably fitted for playing
the part of Grand Lama to this little crowd
of admiring worshipers, having been en-
dowed bv nature with aknlirhtlv hearlnc
and an exterior of more than ordinary at
tractiveness, xio uau, it appeared, oeen a
great traveler. For years he bad not set
foot on his native soli. India. China, Ja-
pan were to him familiar regions ; Eng-
land, France, Italy he knew them all
better than he comprehended the astonish-
ing changes that had taken place in tbe
Great Republic since he became a wan-
derer.

Nobodv noticed that Mian MnntmoHnr!
was invariably absent from these little
gatherings, but so It was. As Mr. Lav- -
ton's recovery progressed, tbe mistress of
tne mansion withdrew herself more and
more from her guests, yet with so much
tact that, knowing her reputation for ec-
centricity, no remarks were made, no ob-
servation elicited. Everv one annrjoaed
that Lay ton had seen his hostess scores of
times, wnea tne net was be had not met
her at least, not consciously had not
wvu ucwu ner name, ana nau no luea to
whose hospitality ue was Indebted.

And all this while th ummpr ma nasi.
Imr. the first frosts had come, and the
mountains were one blazo of vivid color-
ing, tbe like of which not all Thorpe's at-
tempts could transfer to canvas. The
mornings grew too chilly for croquet, the
frosty evenlnsr air nut an end to mir-o- f-

door rambling, and there began to be a
quick undercurrent of preparation for
breaking up the party and returning to

wii, nun iuuiuicu w a cane in
place of tho discarded crutch, declared his
Intention of spending the coming season

"By the way," cried Thorpe, "let's
have the question settled here and now.
Where's Miss Montmorencl r Go and
fetch ber, some of you. We want to know
when ahe nronruuw tn hmalr un thlaaatah.
Ushment, so that we can all go back to--
getner. rnars tne proper thing to do."

But Miss Montmorenrt vraa nnt tn ha
found, though every room was carefully
searched. Celine, ths maid, innllnml tn th
belief that mademoiselle disported herself
in iuo Kruunus, was, in iact, taxing ner
usual after-dinne- r constitutional: a truth
which was borne out by the fact that later
in the evening Miss Montmorencl made

her appearance, stepping through the low
wasjsn winoow wmcn openea upon tne
piazza, her blue silk dinner-dres- s gleam-
ing through tbe folds of a fleecy white
mantle which fell from ber shoulders.
She was gracious and easy as usual, but
so coldly calm, and In her eyes was the
look of one who had made up her mind
to the Inevitable.

Layton was surrounded by a little
group, and did not notice the new arrival
until hts attention was aroused to the fact
that there was much animated chat going
on in another part of the room.. Turning

a a a a mm a.

nis neaa, nesaw stisssiontmorenei grace-
fully poised in the center of a little circle
of her guests.. The sight seemed to fasci-
nate him; his gaze remained riveted upon
her face, his eats drank in the dear tones
of her voice as she replied to the eager
questioning of ber friends, declaring her-
self ready to go back to town whenever It
should suit their pleasure or convenience
to flit thitherward.

"Sorry to break up this pleasant party,"
said Thorpe, sauntering back to Lay ton's
side. "Miss Montmorencl is a model of a
hostess, and we've enjoyed the summer
mightily. Glad you'regolng with u, my
boy. What 1 you are not going to retire
at this early hour?"

But Lay tot slipped awny, and was seen
no more In the parlors that evening.

Miss Montmorencl was given to roam-
ing about at unheard-o- f hours, and that
nirfht she seemed more restless than com-
mon, excusing Celine from her usual at-
tendance, and commencing an endless
walk up and down her room. When she
had reason to suppose every eye but her
own was closed In slumber, she came out
upon the piazza and there continued her
ceaseless march. At times the air seemed
to stifle her, and she threw back ber light
mantle; again she shivered as with an
ague, and, wrapping herself In the warm

bite folds, she clenched her hands fierce-
ly and quickened her pace.

Presently there were footsteps on the
gravel; a man's form emerged from the
shrubbery and advanced toward the house.
With his foot unon the lowest stens ho
paused. The moonlight fell about him
a tall figure resting upon a cane.

Miss Montmorencl heard tbe advancing
treaa, turnea swiniy ana stooa adoye,
facing htm haughtily, and on her guard.

The man gazed an Instant, then Impul-
sively stretched out his arms.

"Edith 1 O Edith, Is it you?"
The answer came distinct enough.
"Yes, it Is I J"
His hands dropped mutely; he rested

heavily upon his cane.
"I did not know until whom

I was Indebted for the hospitality of the
past weeks. The circumstances that have
thrown us together once more have been
beyond human control. I will go away
now, ana never again iniruae upon you.
O Edith. Edith I"

The agony of the tone seemed to pierce
ner. one arew a step nearer.

"Have you forgotten all the past?" he
went on ; ' the years in which we were all
in all to each other? Have vou forarotten
how. on this very spot, we planned our
life together? you were not cold and
prouu tnen, jtaitu. l ao neiteve youiovea
me then. Say yau did ; tell mo ft was not
alia dreamt"

"How dare you recall those days?" she
asked, fiercely. "I was a fool then, for I
bcllved In you, and you you never loved
me I" He recoiled as if from a blow.

"Good God!" he cried ; "how can you
say that ? Not lovo you ? What has made
me a wandercr.upon the face of tho earth
since the day upon which I received thnt
letter containing your crnel dismissal?
What has made mo a strnmrer In mv own
land ? What drew me back after years of
exile, thinking to gazo ouco more upon
tho scenes among which my dream of
nappines cuiminaieu anu laueur not
lovo you ? And you stand thcro and say
that!"

Miss Montmorencl put up her hand un-
certainly.

"There Is some mistake here. The let-
ter to which you allude I never wrote it.
I made no reply to your note asking to be
released from your engagement, for I was
ill at tho time, and when I recovered you
had left the country."

He ran up the steps quickly, spite of his
lameness.

"Kdlth," he cried, "I never wrote you
such a request! Your own act or what I
supposed to bo such separated us. Good
heavens, If thero should prove to have been
foul play! If all these years we have suf-
fered needlessly for I have suffered,
Edltb, horribly, unspeakably. I loved you
so madly, so absorbingly !"

Miss Montmorencl did not retreat from
lilm, though she still stood expectantly,
as If waiting to hear more.

"I have the letter yet In which, as I
thought, you made the heartless proposal
that our engagement should be canceled.
I made what Dro tests I could, wrote vou
letter after letter, only to have them re
turned unopened, wnen icouiuuono
more I left the country, and for ten years
I have tried to forgot you. Unsuccessful
in UIHb X 13I1UC WKKiUUIi &IIUWII1 tvjicmiot
yon were dead or alive, but drawn Irresist
ibly toward your oio nome, wishing once
more to look upon the place where my
hannlest days were passed, and then In
tending to go away forever. ' I could not
have believed you still lived here, but an
accident threw me upon your hands and
we meet once more. Edith, tell me now
truly, as you would speak to one whom
you may never meet again on earth, did
youersr lovome?"

"Claud," she cried, "I have alwayt
loved vou I" And'then she sdldedlnto
his outstretched arms, and he clasped her
rapturously to nis oreast.

Thrilling and trembling with rapture
she clung to him, feeling only that he
was her's at hut. They bad waited so
long, these lovers. Year after year hap-
piness had flown from them, and ooldness,
and distrust, and worldllness had gathered
thick about tbelr hearts: but now the
barriers were removed, and the love which
each bad cherished In secret was allowed
to appear.

Miss Montmorencl's friends would not
have recognized In her the cold and

heiress whohad for so many
years dazzled them by ber beauty, and at
the same time shocked them with ber lack
of anything approaching womanly ten-
derness.

There waa much to tell; much that
neither could explain. That some enemy
had effected tbelr separation was plain
enough, but to whom to attribute the foul
play, It was, at this late day, Impossible
to determine. They were together at last,
and that ' fact rendered tbelr happiness so

.utmnlarji as tit Ik. .
sink tato Instmlflcanee. Both had suf.
rereu, anu w vma tne joy or this hourcame like a foretaste of heaven.

THE OLD MAS IS TBE PALACE
OAK.

n job ii. yatxs.-tcsru- tes mv o. . nerxmi.

Well, IleUcy, this beats everything our eyes have
erer eeen!

We're rldin' in a pslace ;dt for any king or
queen.

We didn't go as fut as this, nor on such cushions
rest,

When we left New Kogland years ago to seek a
home out Weat.

We rode thronah this ssmo country, but not aa
we now ride-Y-on

aat within a stage coach, while I trudged by
youra:dei

Instead of ridln' on rail, I earrttd one, you
know.

To pry the ohl coach from the mire through which
wehadtogo.

Let's seei that's fifty years agoJust arterwe
werewedi .

Tour eyes were then like diamonds bright, your
cheeks like rosea red.

Now, lletsey , people call us old, and push us off
one side,

Just as they bare tbe old slow coach in which wo
used to rids.

iJJjHBBHHESiiiarsHBSBsBw
I wonder If young married folks to-d- would

condescend
To take it weddln'-tou- r llko ours, with a se

at the end V

Much of the sentimental love that sets young
cheeks

Would iliu to meet the hardships of fifty years
ago.

Our lore grew stronger as we tolled though food
unil clothes were coarse,

None ever saw us In the courts a di-
vorce)

IiOTc down the motmtalnsand made low
iliici4 high)

hnte sang u song to cheer lis when clouds and
storms were nigh.

I'm glad to sec the world move on, to hear the en-
gine's roar.

And till about the cables strctchln' now from
ehoru to shore.

Our mission is accomplished with toll we both
are through

Tho Lord Just lets us live awhile to s bow
young folks do.

Whew, Iktsey, how we're fiyin' I 3c the farms
und towns go by I

It makes my gray hair stand on endt it dims my
fulling eye.

Soon we'll be through our Journey, and in the
house so good

That stands within a dozen rods of where the log
one stood.

How slow like old-tlm- o coaches our youthful
years went by I

The years when we were ilvln' 'neath o bright
New England sky:'

.Swifter than palace curs now fly our later years
have flown,

Till now wo Journey hand tn hand down to the
grave alono.

I can hear the whistle blowin' on life's fast-flyl- n'

train
Only a fsw more stations In the valley now re-

main.
Soon we'll reach the home eternal, with its glor-

ies all untold,
And ston at tbe West station In the city built of

gold.

A Novel Revenge.

A curious action Is about to be tried at
Allahabad by Mr. Hawllns, the district
sub-judg- A young man of "gentle-
manly exterior" as the penny-a-liner-s

say Is the defendant In the case, and the
allegations leveled at his head are of an
almost unprecedented character. It is
affirmed that this Ingenious, rather than
ingenuous, youth did a short timo since
craftily approach a married lady resident
at Allahabad, and with malicious grace
offer for her acceptance a rose of surpass-
ing beauty. Tbe unsuspecting lady was
graciously pleased to take the flower, and
to npplv it to the tip of her aristocratic
nose. No sooner had she done so, bow-eve-r,

than horror of horrors !rher fine
features became convulsed with all the sad
preliminaries of a sneeze. She sneezed ;
she sneezed again; she continued to
sneeze, until her heart and flesh failed
under the exhausting process, and she be-
came seriously 111, so 111, Indeed, that the
constant attendance of two or three medi-
cal men was for a time rendered neces-
sary. When tbe rose, the exciting cause
of all this sternutatory complication, came
to be examined, Cayenne pepper In rich
abundance was discovered between its
petals, and the plaintiff's cue Is that this
apparent botanical eccentricity on the
part of the flower Is really attributable to
the defendant's malice. The exasperated
husband claims some 700 rupees as dam
ages for expenses Incurred In tbe shape of
medical treatment and change of air for
his luckless spouse ; and tbe hearing of the
case is looked forward to with some inter-
est by tbe residents of Allahabad. If the
above allegations are correct it Is to be
hoped that the defendant will. In his turn,
get well peppered In a legal sense, and
learn that, though "a rose by any other
name would smell as sweet," a rose a Im
Cayenne pepper Is not to be sneezed at
with Impunity.


